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TJie Shepherd in His Serenity

f~*\ORiN:  And how clo you like this shepherd's life, Master Touch-
\^ stone ?

but
in resp

in the court it pleases rue naught.    Wast ever in court, shepherd ?

Corin : No truly. I am a true labourer : I earn that I eat, get
that I wear, owe no man hate, envy no man's happiness, glad of
other men's good, content with my harm, and the greatest of my
pride is to see my ewes graze and my lambs suck.

in As You Like It

Shall Caesar Send a Lie ?
Shall Caesar send a lie ?
V^f Have I in conquest stretched mine arm so far
To be af eared to tell gray beards the truth ?
Shakespeare
After Life's Fitful Fever lie Sleeps Well
DUNCAN is in his grave ;
After life's fitful fever he sltrps well ;
Treason has done his worst ;  nor, steel, nor poison,
Maliee domestic, foreign levy, nothing,
Can touch him further,         Macbeth,
The Bright Day is Done
FINISH, good lady ; the bright day is done,
And we are for the dark.
Cleopatra's lady-in-waiting
The Fault is in Ourselves
TJRUTVS : Another general shout !
D   I do believe that these applauses are
For some new honours that arc heaped on Caesar.
Cassius : Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
Like a Colossus, and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves,
Men at some time are masters of their fates :
The fault, dear Brutus, is not m our stars,
But hi ourselves, that we are underlings.
Juliut Caesar